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On My 


Way To Dino’s Bar & Grill... 


“Drifting like a drover / Chasing 
my career / From the ships docked 
in the harbour / New horizons will 
appear/ Tumbling with the 
tumble-weed — Down the open 
road / Taking only what I need / 
Before my head explodes / ‘ 
Oooo00000000h, I’m going 
southbound ...”” 
— Phil Lynott, “Southbound”, 
Autumn 1977. 


midnight when I finally hit 

Dino’s. The summer night 
was long and hot and inside _, 
my Lewis Leather I was 
sweating like a hog on heat. 
Even slouched against a 
fire-hydrant out front of this 
downtown bar ’n’ grill, the - 
vociferousness of the two-bit 
joint’s Wurlitzer cranked up to 
full blast could make the 
ear-drums bleed on a Vincent 
Van Gogh or Paul Getty the 
third. 
“|... CALLING HIS CAT DEE 
DEE RAMONE!” 

Inside I could see the boys 
bipping and bopping and telling a 
dirty joke or two. But, normally, 
T pack a rod in pyjamas and carry 
nothing but scars from Normandy 
beach so I stuck my hands in my 
back-pockets — Bette Davis style 
—and sauntered through the 
swing-doors, cool and sassy. 

“... STICKING HIS NOSE WHERE. 
IT DON’T BELONG!” ‘ 

At the bar I ordered my usual, 
conscious of a plethora of palpable 
pupils upon my person. 

“A pinta Unigate and glass; Joe,” I 
murmured. “Leave the bottle ...” 
Ensuing derisive cackles died a swift 
death in gormless gullets when they 
grabbed a gander at my itchy digits 
dancing nervously above my 
low-slung Boots Audio CR400. 

“\.. GETTING HIS-A KICKS ON 
THE WEIRD SIDE-A TOWN!” 

Thirst slaked, lips licked, I rolled 
myself a Stephen’s Green special, 
cocked a legging over the nearest 
vacant bar-stool and narrowed my 
contact lenses. Celtic visages that 
struck a chord of recognition in my 
soul swam into soft-focus vision. 

A congregation of nubile colleens 
were coquettishly queueing a 
dozen-deep to stroke the strides of 
Spanish leather occupied by lithe Phil 
Lynoit. : 

Ina secluded corner of Dino’s, 
Brian Downey played a seemingly 
interminable game of patience, torn 
fingers taped and bloodied bandages. 

Meanwhile, the alked-out lethal 
combination of Brian Robertson plus 
his boozey brace of inseperable 
side-kicks Frankie Miller and Derek 
The Dog bellowed vitriolic 
Glaswegian insults at all comers, the 
Teacher’s-toting trio beating back the 
tazor-chivs and broken bottles with 
bone-crunching bare fists. 

Completely oblivious to the fracas, 
the combo’s token Los Angelian, a 
Scott Gorham, kept a tab of his own, 
events as the moon entered Pisces and 
the great bird is in flight and what are 
all these lizards doing in my pad, 
maaaaan?!?!1?! 

“\.. CAN’T STOP THE BOY!” 

And then ... ah, ’'m Sorry, gang, 
but I just can’t do it. Don’t believe a 
word. I’m lying. Contrary to popular 
Lizzy Rock Dream legend, it Teally 
doesn’t happen that way at all. 


| T MUST have been around 


time of ‘Bad Reputation’ ”, sighs 

Phil Lynott in that distinctive 
Dublin dialect, the soft-spoken 
brogue of the boy from Brendan 
Behan’s block tempered with an 
almost Sly Stone-sensibility of the 
stoned-cool aesthetic. 

“Every interview we did wanted to 
know — ‘Is this about your sex life? Is 
this about Brian’s hand? Is this about 
Scott’s hippie past?’ ” In this 
family-sized broom closet that serves 
as a dressing room in the Harlesden 
Roxy, Lynott looks back in 
understandable exasperation. 

We'd just cut an album that was a 


} 


a | T WAS fookin’ worse around the 


The night was hot and sultry and the jukebox Swayed 


\ 


\ 


! watched him narrow his eyes and take a hit... 


and heaved as the black Irish cowbo y they called PHIL 


LYNOTT strode in fora sho 


real change for the band ... it nearly 
got called an M.O.R. album which I~ 
didn’t think was justified at all. We 
wanted to talk about the fookin’ 
music but no fooker would listen.” 

The “Bad Reputation” vinyl was 
certainly an album of transition for 
Thin Lizzy, a fact that in the euphoria 
surrounding the “Live And 
Dangerous” set has been 
conveniently overlooked by kid and 
critic alike, most of whom mistook the 
Progression for a dilution of the style 
they had imagined Lizzy to be the 
pround possessors of patent pending; 
True Grit Warrior Potency, and so 
on. 

Like, qu’est-ce que c'est, le bitching, 
John? Tracks like “Killer Without A 
Cause” and the title-song oozed 
power and frenzy aplenty, showing no 
sign of straying from the copyright 
Lizzy made their own on “Johnny The 
Fox” or, more to the point, 
“Jailbreak”, while the Van 
Morrisonesque “Southbound”, 
“Downtown Sundown” and “Dancing 


In The Moonlight” all found Philip 
sounding as if his romanticism was no 
longer solely reserved for the 
Pavement, sorry — street, and was 
being extended to women. 

I put it to Lynott that the album 
also found him attempting to work 
with a heavier lyrical subject matter 
that prevented the record’s melodic 
mellowness straying into Hip Easy 
Listening territory. Invectives aimed 
at mercenaries.and smack dealers 
being hardly yer standard Lizzy fare. 

“Yeah, I was beginning to feel that 
there was a danger of us getting, uh, 
stereotyped ... and'the last thing that 
Td ever want for Lizzy is to become 
one of them fookin’ band that exists 
as a parody of what they used to be all 
about.” 


But not only was “Bad Reputation” 


a marked departure for your outfit 
that most people misinterpreted at the 
time, there were ch-ch-ch-changes 
that everybody's forgotten about now 
that the definitive live waxing is on 
the record racks. 


Lynott shrugs. “Well, the live 
album is what people expect from us. 
The fact that it went silver before it 
was released shows that, the kids have 
got enough confidence in what it’s — 
gonna be like to fork out the fookin’ 
readies in advance. And it does 
capture Lizzy, that Lizzy — Tony 
Visconti’s fookin’ great, man ...” 

And it says a lot for the Bowie / 
Bolan producer that he can obtain a 
suitable aural canvas for both the raw 
immediacy of “Live And Dangerous” 
and the piquant poignancy of “Bad 
Reputation”. The former being an 
ineffable document of where the band 
have trod on the road for several 
years and become platinum Property, 
while the latter remains indicative of 


wdown with Reality. . . 


where they could be heading. 
“ ‘Live And Dangerous’ is a 
compilation album,” opines Lynott. 


“All the hits are there ... and it’s an 


end of an era. The change will be 
slight this side of the Atlantic, but by 
the time we get back from America it 
should be a major change.” 

Lynott is suss that the majority of 
the flak that “Bad Reputation” 
caught can be attributed for the most 
part to the inopportune moment that 
it appeared right in the midst of 
rampant Anar-Chic In The Yew Kay, 
when even yer ol’ Auntie Lester “I’m 
~ Taking - A Moral - Stand - With - 
The Clash - And - All - You - Limey - 


@ Continues over 
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If you listen hard in the underground... 


Another Round At 


@ From previous page 


Faggots - Can - Kiss - My - Pogoing - 
Ass” Bangs was leaving his Tower 
Block to sign on at Box C. 

_ Cue flash-back ... 


ever went on the road with two 

years back, when your humble 
hero was but a wide-eyed rookie, Bill 
Grunipy wasn’t even a £ sign in 
Malcolm’s iris, and Thin Lizzy had 
just scored the summer hit single of 
that fateful year with “The Boys Are 
Back In Town”. 

Memories, like the corners of my 
mind, misty water-coloured memories 
-.. touring with Lizzy spoilt me; I 
trudged home imagining that all 
Rock-Stars were that intelligent, 
likeable, accessible and totally devoid 
of bullshit. 

And eyen then, way back when 
Lizzy were preparing themselves for 
shaking up the Madison Square 
Garden fodder, and the Pistols were 
poised to shake up everybody, Lynott 
welcomed stiff competition from the 
new generation like no other NAME 

“has done éither before or since. 
Which is one of the reasons I liked 
him so much. 

“Yeah, even then! was predicting 
to ya that something BIG was gonna 
happen,” Phil smiles with 
understandable pride. “‘The kids were 
on the move and I could feel it and I 


L IZZY WERE the first band I 


honestly welcomed it. Suddenly there - 


was all these ... characters that 
weren't around, just weren’t around 


before ... 

“And it wasn’t just in bands — they 
were coming through in every facet of 
tock ’n’ roll, it was fookin’ great, 
man, a great thing ... like, I was 
around in the early seventies and you 
needed a fookin’ G.C.E. in playing 
the guitar, you had to be Eric Clapton 
before you could get a deal, it was 
Tidiculous. These kids came inand  - 
just blew everything apart ...”” 

Forget all those clapped-out old 
Yanks like Iggy, Loopy Lou and Billy 
J. Kramer; this geezer is our true 
Prime patron of punk. And he 
disappeared into a Canuck studio with 
his combo at the height of it all and 
returned to find ... 

“During the six weeks that we were 
away it really seemed to kick through 
and we came back with this Teally 
nicely produced album with a few 
mellow songs on it, a bit of aggression 
but all well produced -.. and all of a 
sudden that wasn’t the thing. It was all 
non-production — raw, basic, flat 
sound ... but!””—he grins with 
heart-felt admiration — “those kids 
blew every principle going!” 

So the album’s true worth was 
ignored and Lizzy’s credibility quota 
slipped until the next outing. 

But for two years at least the 
punters had been waiting for the 
Privilege of clocking Lizzy live on 
their very own Music Centre, so why 
the long wait? 

“We've been recording the band’s 
gigs since the “Johnny The Fox” tour 
Hammersmith dates back in "76, but 
we didn’t wanna comply to the 
demand coz not only were we aware 


you can hear the phantom bass player w: 


Dino’s 
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of the stigma around live albums — 
thanks to Peter Frampton and all that 
— but we didn’t wanna release a 
record where we just had the reaction 
of the English kids ... that would have 
been almost a statement were you’d 
be saying to people'elsewhere. - 
‘This is how you're supposed to - 
react to these songs, you clap here ’ 
That'd been condescending ... 

“We waited until last year when we 
finally headlined all over ... due to the 
illnesses and the fights and the cut 
hands and everything ...” 


HICH BRINGS us to the 
Wreeses son — Brian 

Robertson, solo after the 
Speakeasy incident where his hand 
intercepted a broken glass meant for 
his mate Frankie Miller’s face. Brian’s 
slashed tendons resulted in 
post-ponement of Lizzy’s impending 
Stateside tour tour that they 
eventually did with replacement 
axe-man Gary Moore. 

Highest priority in Phil Lynott’s 
philosophy is (and it might sound 
corny but it’s the sodding truth, 
buster): “Not letting down the kids 
who fookin’ made ya whatcha are .. 
they gave it all to ya and it is their 
God-given right that they can take it 
away from ya any time they like.”” 

The trial seperation with Brian 
Robertson appears to have worked 
out best all round. At nineteen he had 
too much too quickly of the carnal, 
chemical and cash delights that has 
chewed up and digested many a 
~ mortal (“No easy answer, for those 
who wish to know.”), the difference 
between the majority of the 
self-immolated and Robertson being 
that he was shrewd, strong and lucky 
enough to come back with the 
realisation that perpetually walking 
on the edge is for losers. 

Me and Brian stand on the Roxy 
stage where Lizzy are to rehearse for 
the upcoming dates in Belfast and 
gaze in strict molten awe at the 


a 


emerald laser beam tracing an 
impressive arabesque across the back 
of the deserted hall. 
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“Fuckin’ great!”’he exults and you. 
feel that he ain’t just talking about the 
light-show. He straps on-the Les Paul. 
Rough shards of chords slice through 
the silence of the mezzanine and 
Lynottlooks at him and smiles. 

“He’s still a wild-man,” Phil 
opines. “But he’s older and wiser; he 
still knows how to have a good time ... 
but he’s also learned when work must 
be done.” 

Brian’s temporary exile from Lizzy 
also had the effect of allowing Scott 
Gorham to finally have the space to 
establish a clear identity within the 
band. 

“Brian was only in the studio on 
‘Bad Reputation’ for the final two 
weeks of recording,” drawls the 
crop-haired Californian. “There just 
had to be more of me on that album, 
it was less of a back-up role ... [wasa 
bit nervous about it at first ... then 
when we got about half-way through I 
realised that I could do anything I 
wanted to all the time.” 

The doubt about Gorham’s 
capabilities probably never existed 
outside his own skull. On planks or 
plastic Lizzy remain the solitary Hard 
Rock outfit still extant who inject 
neoterism into the genre — never 
falling into the trap of indulging dual 
lead guitars of the Wishbone Wankers 
ilk. It’s often nigh impossible to 
discern who’s playing what, so well do 
Gorham and Robertson mesh and 
interchange the lead/rhythm 
responsibilities. 

Lynott straps on his look - ma - no - 
leads bionic bass guitar which 
transmits signals to the amplifier via 
transistors rather than wires. 

When he first started using the 
instrument at Hammersmith last year 
outraged punters demanded their 
money back, concluding that the 
bassist was mining to a pre-recorded 
tape. Now apparently the Stones have 
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picked up on Lynott’s innovation for 
their Farewell Tour equipment. 


HILLYNOTT’S come a long 
P::: from his first time in the 

London tube, sticking out his 
hand for the train to stop. 

“I’m sorry I can’t talk more to ya, 
Tone, but I gotta rehearse and then 
sod off at five for Kid Jensen’s 
Roundtable.” 

I get in a round of last-orders ... is it 
possible your need to evolve musically 
could be assimilated to a large extent 
into what you’re gonna do on your 
solo album? 

“Well, I'll concentrate on putting 
the more powerhouse stuff on the 
Lizzy albums coz at our gigs . . . the 
excitement of the night, the energy 
the kids are giving ya ... and fifty 
thousand watts of power!” 

What about the stud image (only 
operative after a long monogamous 
affair with one woman terminated in 
the mid-seventies)? 

“T think chicks are fookin’ together, 
man .., but I’d rather be thought of as 
a rough diamond than a romantic 
Cissy.” 

Ever gonna be a Tax Exile? 

“All that ‘high taxation’ stuff is 
rubbish ... I'll never leave this 
country. No matter how much 

money I make.” 


And, finally, thoughts on the 
National Front? 

“It’s no longer a question of the 
blacks asking for equal rights ... I 
fookin’ demand equal rights! If 
someone comes at me with that N.F. 
shit then I'll fookin’ knock them down 
or they’ll knock me down ... but 
there’s no way I’m gonna stand still 
for that shit ... No matter what, 
you're gonna get a melting pot. 

“Tain’t gonna make political 
speeches but me mother’s white and 
me father’s black ... if Ican give 
strength to kids that way ... ‘Hey, 
there’s a Black Irish guy and he’s 
doing all right ...” ” 

Seen. 
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